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Thoreau 
 
I’d have to get the handbook out 
to identify the tiny bird scuttling 
around the oak trunk by the back door. 
So I don’t, and what’s the difference, 
since you know whom I’m seeing— 
plump ovoid, mostly globe the shape 
of a downy tear, mostly brown, maybe 
some yellow, some black and white, 
always looking up even as it scrolls 
down and across the ragged bark, 
even as new snow sifts on a slant 
into the ebony pinheads of its eyes. 
And I said oak but would have to 
look that up, too, if our deed didn’t 
claim it and I hadn’t heard they cling 
to those beige scraps flapping at me 
as I sit here realizing I don’t know 
much at all.  Henry Thoreau would know 
both, and I’m remembering he also knew 
no difference between being committed 
to a farm or the county jail.  Emerson 
could gladly bankroll my home, too— 
own the oaks and whatever other trees 
I don’t know that surround me and 
hold the birds and shield the deer. 
I’d concentrate on reading Walden 
and living off the grid like a friend’s 
ex’s best friend who parked his van 
in her front yard, plugged his TV 
into her outside outlet, showed up 
in time for family dinners so he could 
decry committing to materialism. 
If that bird on that tree had a choice, 
could choose, I’d imagine he or she 
(whatever coloring signifying which) 
would stick to the avian grid, Thoreau 
having also said that in his cabin he’d 
caged himself among the wild birds. 
